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beneath me and the dull throb of engines. The stars had
paled and the mountains above Grytviken were receding
against a pastel sky. They slid past and slowly fell away
and soon we were bucking in the open sea. No motion is
quite like the motion of a whale catcher. She does not
roll, she bounces. She does not pitch, she bucks. She
dances and kicks her heels. She wallows so that the open
steel decks at her waist are always awash. Now in the
lovely, cold, clear, blue morning she was dancing a jig.
I went out on deck, feeling that the cabin with its unwashed
smell might presently have an unpleasant effect on me.
Also because it was no longer possible to lie on the settee.
In the near distance stood the black and white mountains
of South Georgia, their skirts painted with mid-summer
greens and their tops white and flashing under the clear
blue sky. All along the coast glaciers came down to the
sea, presenting to it great jagged cliffs of ice and long,
immobilized streams that poured down from the upper
snows. Out to sea stood two tabular icebergs, looking
infinitely forlorn and lonely as icebergs do. The foam
leapt about their feet. A thousand sea birds crowded in
our wake with a leisurely swooping, or a hurriedly fluttering,
or insect-like skimming flight.
We danced on thus for three hours and the mountains
grew less upon the horizon until they were a tooth-like row
forty miles away. Then it was breakfast-time and I
clattered down the steel companion ladder to the mess-room
which, with the galley, was below the cabin where I had
slept. The little table had room for six and one sat at it
and ate at it with difficulty because space was so cramped
and because of the bucketing motion of the ship. The
gunner, the mate and the chief engineer were already there
eating porridge and holding their plates up underneath
their chins because, if the plate were placed on the table,
the milk ran over the edge. They all said " Morgen " to
me as I made my awkward entry and squeezed myself in